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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

When the skies are low an' the earth is frozen, 
Ye'll be gay an' gled for the leddie ye've chosen, 
When ower the snow I go prinkin' and prancin' 
In my wee red slippers were made for dancin'. 

It's better a leddie like Solomon's lily 
Than one that'll run like a Hielan' gillie 
A-linkin' it ower the leas, my laddie, 
In a raggedy kilt an' a belted plaidie! 

An unusually interesting first book. H. M. 

THOUGHTFUL MEASURES 

Out of Mist, by Florence Kilpatrick Mixter. Boni & 

Liveright. 

Carefully studied, delicately wrought, are these poems — 
this sequence of twenty-nine sonnets followed by as many 
other poems. If they are in a sense too studied and de- 
liberate, they yet express genuine emotion in grave and 
thoughtful measures of modern straightness and sim- 
plicity — there is no pretense in the feeling, and rarely a 
trace of rhetoric or palaver in the style. The best of 
them rise to a quiet beauty and distinction — Lullaby, 
which was in Poetry last summer, is a fine lyric; and this 
one, To a Young Girl, is almost as quotable, though the 
word holocaust is a bit melodramatic: 

I had forgotten there were hearts so young 

As yours, tonight, 
Whose voice, now echoing with songs unsung, 

Fills me with strange delight. 

I had forgotten there were eyes so swift 
Of April mirth, 
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Thoughtful Measures 

Flashing as though with some invisible gift 
From Heaven to Earth. 

I had forgotten there were lips that pray, 

Like a gray-winged dove, 
For one more hour of laughter and of play 

Before the holocaust of love. 

The sonnet sequence hints at the story of a youthful 
love affair finished by autocratic death. We follow it a 
little apart, watching "out of mist," through translucent 
veils, an experience not unusual, not strongly individual- 
ized, but for that very reason of wide appeal. Many a 
first love-story appears here in thoughtful reminiscence, 
its joy and sadness real, but softened by time and change. 
In sonnet XXVII we have the climax of it: 

In memory I sit beside your bed 

And see again the smile that lit your face; 

Nor do the slow forgetful years erase 

A syllable of those last words we said. 

For, through my tears, seeing your brightness fled 

Because of them, I pled with Heaven for grace 

To make you smile once more, while with quick pace 

I heard night passing that would leave you dead. 

Swiftly I took your hand and held it tight, 

Then told in words that choked me ever after 

Some foolish trifling thing. And though the light 

That came with your brave laugh was gone thereafter, 

Yet, as a rocket fills the quiet night 

With falling stars, I hear again your laughter. 

Cradle Song, Dressing Up, Elegy, and The Candle use 
the familiar four-line measure to present emotions of 
flower-like grace. H. M. 
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